Fleda Brown Jackson
He will not marry her, nor will he stop very often.
D?sir?e will grow up to say her father is dead.
D?sir?e will imagine him standing on a timeless street, hungry for his child. She will wait for him, not in the original, but in a gesture copied to whatever lover she takes.
He will fracture and change to landscape, to the Pope, maybe, or President Kennedy, or to a pain that darkens her eyes.
"Once," she will say, as if she remembers, and the memory will stick like a fishbone. She knows how easily she will comply when a man puts his hand on the back of her neck and gently steers her. She knows how long she will wait for rescue, how the world will go on expanding outside. She will see University of Iowa is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve, and extend access to
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